The Beau of Ckrkemvell

Highlanders still stand on the pavement at the door of the
tobacconist; Prince's, made for the Regent and to be bought
even now in London, in the Haymarket; plain and scented St.
Domingo; Dutch and Strasburg, Hoxton, and all other sorts of
rappee, Spanish, Seville and Havannah, Brazil, Portugal and
Bergamot. Others were Macauba, highly scented, from Martini-
que; Princeza, from Lisbon; Cuba; Latakia, made from the light
tobacco of Persia; Masulipatam, dark, moist, richly scented,
brought from the coast of Coromandel; and Penalvar, a mixture
of tobacco and red earth, corning from Havannah, of great
pungency and used, also, as a dentifrice. Such, in brief, is the geo-
graphy of snuff. All, or most of these, the beau could buy. But we
will return, later, to his other shopping.

For the Charivari takes us to the mean street where himself, or
his companion or rival might be living. Shall we say it is Penton-
vilie, near to the home of Cruikshank, and observed by him. In
one of the long terraces where the mist hangs in the autumn morn-
ings; every house alike, so that there might be this beau, this
'Burlington Bertie', living in each one. In a street, perhaps, not
far from Sacllers* Wells. There is no cheval mirror, no parrot in
his lodging. Oh! to breathe, for a moment, this apartment air of
more than a hundred years ago! To hear their voices on the narrow
stairs: to choose a day, it does not matter when, or in what month,
and see, and touch, and listen to them! A more wonderful ex-
perience than to enter Pharaoh's tomb, where everything is only
dead, in cataiepsis, and air or light will crumble it to dust. One
could not ask for anything more humble, a mere Metropolitan
instance, with naught of history or romance to it. How like a
ghost he is, with his thin trousers and Ms pointed shoes! We see
it, too, in his cravat and in the way his hair is cut! The ghost of the
modern man; and his clothes, in some manner, ate as the clothes
we have cast off. Our chrysalis; and bkck and withered as that
rejected skin would be. Perhaps every generation in the form and
style of its clothing is midwife, or funeral mute, to those that fol-
low after it. Certainly this person whom we visit is the devil, the
man in black, of the old story*

And we begin, in the light of this, to look at mote of the Mon-
strosities. We mentioned, in our beginning, another pair of
figures. Here they are. One, the exact facsimile in little, of Ms
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